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THE  0  B  S  E  R V E  R , 


HAPPY  CHRISTMAS! 

Your  ears,  dear  readers,  have  doubtless  been  saluted 
before,  this  day,  with  the  oft  repeated  greeting,  Happy 
Christmas!  but  never  more  warmly,  more  sincerely,  than 
now  by  your  attached  Editor.  Many,  many  Happy  Christ- 
masses  do  we  earnestly  desire  for  you;  may  our  hopes  be 
realized  !  Could  our  wishes  accomplish  it,  your  happiness 
would  be  without  alloy. 

It  is  with  much  hesitation,  after  many  painful  struggles 
with  ourselves,  that  at  this  merry,  happy  time,  we  obtrude 
our  own  difficulties  upon  the  public.  Yet  like  many  painful 
tasks,  we  feel  it  our  duty  to  accomplish  it;  we  trust  to  your 
good  feelings,  dear  readers;  we  throw  ourselves  upon  your 
generosity  to  aid  and  assist  us.  We  allude  to  the  very  limit¬ 
ed  circulation  of  our  paper.  Perhaps  our  readers  are  not 
aware  of  the  very  difficult  task  an  Editor  has  to  perform. 
Night  after  night,  sees  us  standing  before  our  midnight  gas; 
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one  and  two  o’clock  sees  our  couch  unpressed  by  our  weary 
body.  Often  and  often,  as  we  are  curling  our  hair,  do  we 
reflect  upon  our  forlorn  situation;  did  we  depend  entirely 
upon  our  Editorship  for  our  daily  bread,  we  should  indeed 
be  badly  off;  our  receipts  will  not  keep  us  in  the  small  mat¬ 
ters  of  cigars  and  molasses-candy.  We  ask  an  enlightened 
public,  should  these  things  be  ?  We  think  that  we  have 
said  enough ;  we  feel  sure  that  our  appeal  will  be  answered 
by  a  large  addition  to  our  subscription  list;  and  in  grateful 
return  we  promise  an  increased  diligence  upon  our  part  to 
gratify  our  readers  and  supply  their  various  tastes.  As  it  is, 
even  our  sleeping  moments  are  occupied  by  the  weight  of 
cares  attached  to  our  Editorial  responsibility. 

We  had  a  dream  but  lately  that  is  so  very  vividly  im¬ 
pressed  upon  our  mind,  that  we  cannot  but  think  it  more 
than  the  usual  “stuff  that  dreams  are  made  of.”  We  had 
been  up  late  that  night,  and  were  sitting  in  our  easy-chair, 
resting  after  our  fatigues,  when  suddenly  we  thought  we 
saw  our  door  open,  and  a  procession  enter. 

Instantly  we  knew  what  it  was.  They  were  the  years 
of  our  life!  The  year  of  our  babyhood  led  the  way;  he  was 
weeping  bitterly,  scratching  and  kicking,  he  looked  vene¬ 
rable,  older  indeed  than  we  could  have  supposed  possible;  his 
antique  dress,  however,  added  to  his  elderly  appearance. 
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Then  followed,  hand-in-hand,  the  twelve  or  fourteen  years  of 
our  childhood;  some  laughing  and  playing,  some  weeping 
and  lamenting,  some  with  dolls  and  playthings,  some  with 
rods  and  school-books,  slates,  grammars,  geographies,  pianos, 
and  various  other  instruments  of  torture  in  their  hands, 
Pain  and  pleasure  seemed  equally  divided  among  them. 

Then  came  the  last  few  years  of  our  life.  The  first  of 
this  division,  plainly  dressed  in  white,  with  a  red  coral  neck¬ 
lace,  blushing  and  shy,  could  hardly  speak  to  us, 

Behind  this  one  the  others  were  flirting  and  coquetting, 
elegantly  dressed,  and  perfectly  at  ease.  Lastly  came  one 
marked,  “The  Year  of  the  Tableaux,”  the  happiest,  merriest 
of  the  whole.  Tall  and  commanding  in  her  appearance, 
splendid  in  her  dress,  smiling  and  joyously,  she  came  up  to 
us  and  took  our  hand.  “'Look  well  at  me,”  said  she,  “I 
shall  soon  be  gone;  think  of  me  sometimes  when  I  am  no 
more.”  She  then  gave  us  a  medal  to  wear  next  to  our  heart; 
on  one  side  was  inscribed  “Newport,”  on  the  other  “Tab'- 
leaux  Vivants,”  and  round  the  edges  were  the  names  of  the 
Committee.  In  the  other  hand  she  held  a  mirror:  “Behold,” 
said  she,  “ ten  yeay's’  heyyce!”  We  looked  and  saw  a  group 
of  six  persons  seated  at  a  table.  The  most  prominent  indfi 
vidual  was  an  elderly  gentleman  in  a  grizly  wig,  extremely 
tall  and  thin.  In  one  hand  he  held  a  large  gold-headed 
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cane,  he  was  constantly  smelling  at,  and  in  the  other  a  stick 
of  chocolate.  By  this  token  we  recognised  A*e*a'*d*r 
W*l*o*ks.  He  seemed  impatient  to  be  off;  for,  as  he  said, 
“being  President  of  the  Medical  University,  his  duties  were 
almost  too  much  for  him.  Pie  had  that  day  nine  medical 
lectures  to  deliver,  besides  one  on  botany,  one  on  chemistry, 
one  on  music,  and  one  on  things  and  matters  in  general;  his 
practice  also  was  so  very  large  that  he  was  almost  worn 
out.” 


He  was  presenting  the  chocolate  to  a  lady,  who,  despite  a 
few  gray  hairs,  and  one  false  front  tooth,  we  instantly  knew 
to  be  H*n*i*tta  D*l*r*t.  Standing  by  her  side  was  one  so 
like  II.  in  her  palmiest  days,  though  even  more  bewitching, 
that  we  almost  thought  we  had  gone  back  to  the  days  of  our 
youth.  Dr.  W'vl*o'*ks  could  hardly  make  himself  understood, 
for  the  racket  of  six  other  noisy  children  who  were  clamor¬ 
ing  for  the  chocolate.  His  speech  (it  might  have  been  so 
interesting)  was  constantly  interrupted  by  cries  of  “  Give  me 
some;”  “I  want  some  more;”  “Charley’s  got  mine,”  or 
“  Do  my  love  be  quiet;”  “  Sophie  do  let  the  baby  alone;” 
“Children  if  you  make  such  a  noise  I’ll  send  you  all  to  bed;” 
“Go  to  a — t  F - y,  their’s  dears.”  This  attracted  my  at¬ 

tention  to  a  lady  in  mourning,  evidently  a  widow ;  and  judg¬ 
ing  from  the  richness  of  her  dress,  her  lace  and  diamonds, 
decidedly  a  very  rich  one.  But  in  a  woman  weighing  full 
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three  hundred  pounds,  who  would  have  known  the  gay 
F*n*y  D*l*r*t ;  she  took  snuff  and  had  a  cold  in  her  head. 
Seated  next  to  her  upon  a  low  chair,  was  a  little  woman, 
with  five  little  kittens  in  her  lap,  the  old  cat  at  her  feet,  and 
a  little  dog  upon  the  back  of  her  chair.  Spectacles  on  her 
nose,  she  was  knitting  a  jacket,  and  singing  a  song  in  vogue 
in  our  day,  “Le  Lac,”  only  interrupting  herself  to  address 
some  endearing  epithet  to  the  “loves,”  as  she  called  the 
beasts  in  her  lap.  This  was  c*e*e*t*ne  H*p'*u*n.  In  a 
large  easy-chair,  one  foot  swathed  in  flannels,  and  laid  upon 
a  soft  cushion,  and  with  a  red  nose,  was  a  personage  we  did 
not  at  first  recognise;  but  in  a  sharp  box  on  the  ear,  given  to 
one  of  the  children  who  touched  the  foot,  we  knew  ourselves 
— the  Editor  of  the  Observer!  Could  it  be?  Yes,  we  were 
changed  indeed! 

Next  to  us,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  our  chair,  was  an 
elderly  gentleman  in  green  spectacles,  with  a  bald  head,  and 
a  very  white  beard ;  he  was  smoking  a  pipe  and  looked  as  if 
he  enjoyed  the  scene;  but  unfortunately  inhaling  too  much 
of  the  smoke,  he  was  seized  with  a  fit  of  coughing  which 
nearly  choked  him.  Dr.  W'i’o'ks  rushed  at  him  with  his 
lancets,  and  was  with  difficulty  prevented  from  opening  the 
jugular.  Was  this  H*gh  D*v*ds?  We  tried  to  ask  some 
further  particulars  of  Madam  1S47,  but  in  the  effort  we 
awoke. 


Editor. 
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We  do  not  Jcnoiv  if  our  readers  will  agree  with  ns,  but 
the  following  morceau  of  “  Scribe,'”  struck  us  as  being  so 
remarkably  piquant,  that  we  could  not  resist  attempting 
a  translation. 

“LE  BOUQUET  I)E  BAT, 

“Thou  art  going  in  rich  and  brilliant  dress 
To  the  ball  where  I  shall  not  be : 

When  other  lovers  round  thee  press, 

Say,  dearest,  wilt  thou  think  of  me? 

Oh  !  take  these  flowers,  they’ll  call  to  mind 
An  absent  lover — faithful,  kind — 

And  though  thy  lover  is  not  there, 

Oh  !  let  his  bouquet  be  thy  care! 

“Thou  art  going — I  alone  remain, 

With  love,  faith,  hope,  and  trust  in  thee: 

I’ll  think  of  thee  o’er  and  o’er  again  : 

Then,  love,  at  midnight  think  of  me  ! 

Then  to  thy  heart  this  bouquet  press, 

And  think  of  me,  in  loneliness; 

And  though  thy  lover  is  not  there, 

Oh  !  let  his  bouquet  be  thy  care  ! 
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“  Oh  !  look  at  it,  and  look  again 

When  all  my  rivals  praise  my  fair; 

Oh !  look  at  it — let  them  in  vain 
Ask  thee  to  waltz,  and  I  not  there. 

Oh  !  may  these  flowers  thy^guardians  be; 
Keep  thee  from  harm,  distrust  from  me. 
And  though  thy  lover  is  not  there, 

Oh  !  let  his  bouquet  be  thy  care  ! 

“  Gone  is  she  in  all  her  beauty — - 
Lovers  many  round  her  hover, — 

Soon  she  forgets  her  promised  duty, 
Forgets  her  absent  lover. 

Dancing,  waltzing,  full  of  mirth, 

Scarce  her  light  feet  touch  the  earth. 
Hark  !  midnight  strikes  upon  the  air — 
The  bouquet  is  no  longer  there  !” 


Editor. 
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T  II  e  observer: 


JVe  insert  the  following ,  written  for  us  by  an  esteemea 
m  ed  ica  l  fri  e  nd. 


Editor. 


“We  find  upon  our  table  this  morning,  the  first  Number 
of  a  new  hebdomadal,  ‘The  Magnolia.’  We  have  hastily 
run  our  eye  over  its  columns,  and  confess  that  we  are  much 
pleased  with  its  tone. 

“  It  is  devoted  exclusively  to  philanthropic  objects,  and 
the  number  in  our  possession  contains  an  able  editorial  in 
advocacy  of  the  Celibate's  Retreat,  an  institution  just  estab¬ 
lished  in  this  city  for  the  guardianship  and  consolation  of 
unmarried  persons.  It  must  not  be  supposed  that  we  coin¬ 
cide  fully  with  the  Editor  of  the  Magnolia  as  to  the  obliga¬ 
tions  of  society  to  minister  consolation  to  the  unmarried;  or 
even  as  to  the  need  under  which  these  stand  of  consolation; 
but  admitting  that  the  views  expressed  by  the  Editor  are 
novel  and  startling,  we  commend  his  journal  to  the  attention 
of  our  readers.  Among  the  many  literary  gems  in  the  first 
number  of  the  Magnolia,  is  the  1  Spinster’s  Vow.’  We 
regret  that  our  limits  will  not  permit  the  insertion  of  these 
beautiful  lines  into  our  columns,  and  hope  that  in  a  future 
number  we  may  be  able  to  do  so. 
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“  We  wish  the  Editor  all  success  in  his  praiseworthy 
undertaking,  and  we  welcome  the  Magnolia  to  the  list  of 
our  exchanges  as  a  choice  flower  among  the  literary  weeds 
of  the  day.” 


THE  BACHELOR’S  LAMENT, 

I  want  a  wife,  I  want  a  wife, 

I’m  weary  of  this  lonesome  life; 

Oh  !  will  not  one  consent  to  save 
The  Doctor  from  an  early  grave  ? 

I’ve  tried  in  vain  Miss  V*nd*rk*mp, 

She  recommends  a  piece  of  hemp. 

Miss  C*l*m*n  called  me  such  a  dunce, 

I  might  have  known  my  fate  at  once. 

In  my  distress  my  head  will  turn. 
Rejected  too  by  Miss  H*p*u*n  ! 

Oh !  if  I  only  knew  the  way, 

Straight  back  I’d  go  to  dear  Miss  K*y. 

If  some  kind  maid  will  only  give 
Her  hand  to  me,  for  her  I’ll  live ; 
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I’ll  do  what’er  she  may  think  best — 
Comply  with  every,  each  request; 

To  make  her  happiness,  delight. 

Think  how  to  please  from  morn  ’till  night  : 
I’ll  give  her,  too,  a  coach-and-four 
With  two  tall  footmen  at  the  door : 

My  diamond,  ruby,  emerald  pins 
I’ll  set  for  her  to  wear  as  rings  : 

Her  daguerreotype  I’ll  daily  take 
Until  a  perfect  one  I  make. 

I  think  it  here  but  fair  to  hint, 

I  don’t  object  to  a  slight  squint; 

Red  hair  would  do  to  me  no  harm 
If  the  dear  creature’s  heart  was  warm. 

My  shirts  they  are  without  a  button — ■ 
Every  day  I  dine  on  mutton  ; 

My  stockings,  too,  are  all  in  holes — 

My  servant  man  wastes  all  my  coals. 

To  remedy  all  these  disasters 

(For  servants  won’t  mind  only  masters) 

I  want  a  wife.  I’ll  break  my  neck, 

If  some  one  won’t  take 
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The  following  remarks  are  from  the  pen  of  our  friend 
of  the  “ Morning  Post.'” 


Editor. 


“At  last  America  may  be  said  to  have  made  one  step 
towards  a  love  for  and  appreciation  of  the  Fine  Arts  :  at  last 
she  has  cut  one  link  from  the  chain  which  binds  her  to  the 
service  of  the  ‘  Utile,’  and  trembling,  scarce  knowing  what 
to  do  under  the  first  excitement  of  anticipated  freedom,  seeks 
with  uplifted  hand  and  songs  of  praise,  the  worship  and  cul¬ 
ture  of  the  ‘Dulce.’  These  were  some  of  our  thoughts  on 
being  ushered,  a  short  time  since,  into  the  salon  of  a  distin¬ 
guished  lover  of  the  Arts,  whose  galleries  were,  with  praise¬ 
worthy  liberality,  thrown  open  to  the  public  after  the  Euro¬ 
pean  plan.  Let  us  now  take  up  our  glasses,  and  after  a 
patient  and  impartial  examination,  give  the  result  of  our 
labours  of  love  to  our  patrons  and  readers,  merely  stating  by 
way  of  preface,  that  being  a  profound  judge  of  a  Bologna 
sausage,  having  passed  two  days  in  Rome,  nine  hours  in 
Naples,  and  thirteen  in  Florence,  to  say  nothing  of  having 
studied  the  (outside  of  the)  Louvre,  we  think  ourselves  fully 
qualified  to  pass  an  opinion,  ay,  and  sustain  it  too,  on  the 
pictures  before  us. 
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“  Greek  Sisters. 

“Admirable  sketch;  although  to  our  practised  eye, 
evidently  the  work  of  a  young  artist;  the  imagination  only  of 
a  young  man  could  have  conceived  figures  of  such  beauty, 
grace,  and  purity. 

“ Ruth ,  Naomi,  and  Orpah. 

“Here  our  language  fails  us;  we  are  obliged  to 

cling  to  the  door  for  support,  and  cover  our  eyes, - such 

beauty  !  such  a  face  !  such  an  attitude  !  such  an  overflowing 

of  sentiment ! - Examine  that  splendid  eye  of  Ruth’s ! — 

the  winning,  tender,  half  melancholy  face  of  Orpah ! — See 
the  struggle  depicted  so  forcibly  in  the  beautiful  lineaments 
of  Naomi ! — Wonder  at  the  rock  on  which  Naomi  has  taken 
up  her  magnificent  pose — how  natural,  life-like !  Most 
artists  give  to  their  rocks  a  stern,  harsh,  unyielding  appear¬ 
ance,  but  here  our  artist  has  shown  his  skill  and  attention  to 
minutiae.  Under  the  influence  of  the  beauty,  of  the  heart¬ 
rending  agency  of  the  scene,  even  his  rocks  lose  their  firm¬ 
ness  and  consistency,  and  become,  yea,  even  as - brown 

paper  !  But  our  space  is  limited  ;  we  are  becoming  excited  ; 
we  must  proceed. 

“  Eleazar  and  Rebecca. 

“This  is  another  scripture  scene.  Again,  we  have 
in  Rebecca  one  of  those  faces,  once  seen,  arc  never  forgotten. 
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w  e  never,  before  gazing  on  that  face,  felt  any  approach  to 
the  Pygmalion  state  of  feeling  ;  we  hope  never  to  again.  In 
regard  to  Eleazar,  we  have  but  one  remark  to  make;  the 
expression  in  his  face  inclined  us  to  think  that  the  vase  ex¬ 
tended  by  the  fair  hands  of  the  Jewish  maid,  ‘had,’  as  the 
poet  beautifully  saith — 

4  Had  the  fragrance  of  porter— when  porter  was  gone  !’ 

He  had,  altogether,  a  very  longing,  hoping,  but  not  expect¬ 
ing  expression  of  face  ! 

“  Dull  Lecture. 

“We  have  heard  some  critics  condemn  this  work 
as  unnatural,  thinking  it  impossible  that  any  one  could  be 
dull  in  presence  of  so  fair  a  creature  as  that  introduced  by 
the  artist  into  the  picture.  We  agree  with  them,  but  on  dif¬ 
ferent  grounds,  and  condem  only  as  unnatural,  the  beauty  of 
the  sleeping  form ;  but  as  it  is  one  of  the  duties  as  well  as 
prerogatives  of  art,  to  improve  upon  Nature  and  enhance 
her  charms,  this  apparent  defect  must  in  reality  be  considered 
as  an  additional  proof  of  the  artist’s  merit — his  vivid  imagi¬ 
nation,  and  his  facility  in  transferring  to  canvas  the  fairy 
creatures  of  his  brain. 

“  Conrad  and  Guluare. 

“  Decidedly  a  good  picture  ;  colours  well  contrast¬ 
ed  ;  light  well  managed;  attitudes  easy.  Some  have  been 
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disposed  to  ridicule  this  picture,  by  finding  in  Guluare’s  ex¬ 
pression  a  certain  malicious  desire  to  test  the  reality  of  Con¬ 
rad’s  sleep,  by  letting  some  of  the  burning  fluid  drop  on  his 
unprotected  nose  :  but  this  suggestion  evinces  a  desire  on  the 
part  of  the  critic,  to  find  more  in  the  picture  than  the  artist 
meant  to  put  there,  and  is  unworthy  of  our  notice. 

“The  above  are  some  of  the  pictures  which  struck  us 
most  forcibly,  and  have  left  the  deepest  impression  on  our 
minds, — although  there  are  others  equally  worthy  of  notice 
— as  Jeannie  Deans  before  the  Queen  (such  a  queen  !)- — 4  the 
Fortune  Teller,’  etc.,  etc.:  but  as  our  columns  are  already 
full,  we  are  obliged  to  reserve  our  remarks  for  another 
occasion. 

“  We  conclude  by  presenting  our  best  thanks  to  the  kind 
owner  of  the  gallery;  and  look  forward  with  unmitigated 
pleasure  to  the  time  when  the  same  artists  shall  again  afford 
ns  a  sample  of  their  unrivalled  abilities.” 
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B  A  L  L  A  J) 


THE  LADY  AND  KNIGHT. 


“Oh  !  sweetest  and  fairest  of  maidens  be  mine, 

My  rank  and  my  riches,  my  love,  shall  be  thine. 
Believe  me,  fair  lady,  and  trust  to  me  now, 

And  a  countess’  coronet  shall  circle  thy  brow, 

And  pages  and  maidens  shall  wait  the  command 
Of  the  richest  and  loveliest  dame  in  the  land; 

Then  no  longer  my  suit,  dearest  lady,  decline, 

But  reward  my  devotion-loved  lady,  be  mine.” 

“To  grace  thy  high  rank  and  gay  halls  of  slate, 

Go  seek  thee  a  fitter,  a  happier  mate. 

I’ve  no  heart  to  give;  Edwin  woo’d  me  and  won, 
Then  left  me  one  day  at  setting  of  sun 
To  seek  him  a  fortune  far  over  the  sea, 

Intending  return,  to  share  it  with  me. 

But  alas!  he  is  dead,  the  stranger’s  cold  hand 
Has  carved  him  a  grave  in  the  stranger’s  cold  land. 
For  e’er  round  that  spot  will  my  memory  hover — 
I’ve  buried  my  heart  in  the  grave  of  my  lover.” 


the  observer: 


0 


“Dear  Fanny,  sweet  Fanny,”  a  loved  voice  cried, 

And  raising  his  visor,  he  sprung  to  her  side : 

“They  told  thou’dst  wed  but  for  rank  and  for  fame, — 
Pve  tried  thee  and  taken  that  blight  from  thy  name. 
Thou  hast  passed  through  the  fire,  thou  hast  not  repined 
‘  The  dross  is  consumed,  the  gold  is  refined,’ 

And  now  I  have  come,  my  blessing,  my  pride, 

With  rapture  to  hail  thee,  my  countess,  my  bride.” 


Editor. 
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CHARADE, 


Fair  as  the  first  who  bore  the  name, 
My  first  in  regal  beauty  came; 

Without  my  second,  winter  cold 
Would  chill  alike  the  young  and  old, 
My  third,  such  is  his  ostentation, 

Calls  himself  “Lord  of  Creation.” 

My  whole  you’ll  find  in  proud  Guluare 
Or  see  it  in  the  blushing  fair 
Who  boldly  saved  her  Conrad’s  life — 
Then  acted  in  the  “Brigand’s  wife.” 


Editor. 


CONUNDRUM, 

What  would  be  the  best  mode  of  getting  up  more  Tab¬ 
leaux  Vivants? 

Ans.  Raising  a  hue  (Hugh)  and  cry. 


Editor. 


^isfcevttsnuriua* 


Boarding.  Two  respectable  young  females,  or  a  young 
man  and  his  wife,  can  be  accommodated  with  comfortable 
and  pleasant  board  in  a  genteel,  quiet  family.  No  extra 
charge  made  for  Ale. 

Apply  at  No.  132  Walnut  Street,  Philadelphia. 

Editor. 


Stolen,  or  strayed  from  the  owner — a  heart  very  much 
battered  and  bruised,  but  still  of  considerable  value  to  the 
owner.  Supposed  to  have  been  stolen  or  lost  during  a  dull 
lecture.  The  owner  would  be  thankful  for  the  recovery 
even  of  a  small  part,  as  he  feels  without  it  an  aching  void. 
The  finder  will  be  suitably  rewarded  by  leaving  it  at  this 
office,  or  at  that  of  Dr.  A*e*a*d*r  W*l*o*ks. 


Editor. 
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[For  The  Observer  ] 

WANTS  A  HUSBAND. 

The  undersigned,  desiring  experience  in  unmarried  life, 
has  during  the  last  two  years  “seen  the  elephant ”  of  celib¬ 
acy.  Always  alive  to  the  pleasures  of  novelty,  she  has  de¬ 
termined  to  abandon  single  blessedness  and  take  a  husband 
worthy  of  her  condition. 

In  thus  voluntarily  declaring  her  determination  to  leave 
the  home  of  her  childhood,  to  lose  the  caresses  of  her 
parents,  and  see  no  more  the  purring  ambulations  of  Bonita, 
the  undersigned  would  not  wish  to  delude  the  thoughtless 
with  the  idea  that  her  hand  is  to  be  indiscreetly  bestowed. 

The  virtue  that  she  most  approves  of  in  a  husband  is 
submissiveness ;  she  has  a  horror  of  being  dictated  to,  espe¬ 
cially  by  a  man;  and  much  as  she  admires  the  cultivation  of 
elevated  accomplishments,  she  would  sacrifice  them  all  to  a 
compliant  disposition. 

With  the  above  exposition  of  her  sentiments  upon  the 
subject  of  matrimony,  it  is  evident  that  no  unworthy  aspirant 
need  come  to  POP. 


A.  11— 3t. 
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THE  OBSERVER. 


WANTED: 

A  loyal,  true,  and  faithful  heart, 

One  free  alike  from  selfishness, 

From  strife,  contention,  love  of  wealth — 

Which  would  with  peace  the  owner  bless. 

One  full  of  love  to  all  mankind, 

That  with  itself ’s  ne’er  been  at  war; 

And  like  the  priests  of  Jewry  old, 

Unmarked  by  any  seam  or  scar. 

Could  such  a  heart  as  this  be  found, 

Think  what  a  prize  this  heart  would  he ! 

Should  any  one  this  treasure  own, 

Oh!  give  it  all  to  love  and  me. 

One  of  the  Gr*'*k  S*st*rs. 

Advertisements  upon  any  subject,  either  in  prose  or 
verse,  done  to  order,  upon  the  shortest  notice.  Apply  at 


this  Office. 


